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ADVERTISEMENT. 


"HE following Poem being omit- 

ted in Mr. Pope s own Edition 
of his Yorks, has given Grounds for 
ſome to imagine the Piece is none of 
his, and others have attributed it to 
a noble Peer; but whoever reads 
over his Literary Correſpondence, will 
be fully convinced that he is the 
Author. he 
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moſt valuable, if aiming at the Good of Man- 
kind be what juſtly entitles any Thing to that 
Character. The deſcriptive Kind is like a fine Landſkip, 
where you meet with two or three principal Figures; © 
the reſt is all Rocks, Rivulets, hanging Woods. and 
verdant Lawns, amuſing to the Eye, ſhewing the 
Taſte of the Painter, but carrying little Inſtruction 
along with it. But. the Didaſcalic is like a curious 
iece of Hiſtory- painting, where every Figure muſt. be 
birth wrought , every Paſſion ſtrongly repreſented, all - 
contributing in their ſeveral Degrees to expreſs the main 
Deſign; in ſhort, it muſt be a Fniſh'd dens. 


That this is a very difficult, Work may be .cd- 
lected from the ſmall Number of thoſe Poets who have 
ever attempted it. In the early Ages of the Gre» 
cians, I remember none who have. wrote any thing 
in this way but old Hefied, Aratus, and as © £ 
ox? 2 35 | 


. O: all Kinds of Poet, +, the Didaſcalic is 
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for Dionyfins 5 the Perigetic „and * Oppian , Aived not 


till "the Time of the Roman. Emperors. Heſind's 


Works and Days is the only Piece remaining that. is 
allowed to be genuine without Diſpute ; but by Vir- 


gil's, and eſpecially Manilius's Compliments to him, 


it is very probable he wrote others, and perhaps more 
valuable ones, tho* Quintilian allows him the Palma 
in illo medio dicendi only, and Le Fevre is much more 
hard upon him, when he makes him little better than 
an Almanack-maker, and his Work a mean perfor- 
mance. PATERCULUS and PLUTARCH ſet him 


"next to Homer, as well in the Value of his Works, 


as in the period of his Age, ſays Mr. Kennet ; but 
perhaps that may be the other Extream. Aratus wrote . 
a Poem, in two Books, which he calls the PH. 
NoME NA, and DiosEMEIA, the one Aſtrono- 
mical, giving an Account of the Situation and the A. 


fection of the heavenly Bodies, the other Aſtralogical, 


ſhewing the particular Influences ariſing from their va- 
rious Diſpofitions and Relations, TULLY commends 
him for his Verſification, and QUINTILIAN ſays, he 
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* Ageſilaus, Oppian's Father , was a Man of great 


Learning and Merit as well as Wealth and Power, in 
the City of Anazarbus in Cilicia, where he lived: Seve- 


rus making a Progreſs, came to that Town, and Ageſi- 


laus being not at the Proceſſion to meet the Emperor at his 
Entrance, probably on the Account of his Age and Infir- 


mities; that Prince, to puniſh him for ſo heinous a Crime, 


banifh'd the poor old Man to Malta, Oppian, to amuſe his 
Father under his Migfortunes, took to writing of Poetry, 
and afterwards dedicated his Halicuties to the Emperor's 


Son. The Emperor was ſo pleas'd with the Poem, that be 


order'd him à piece of Gold for each Line, and offer d him 
any other Favour he would aſk. The firſt Part of the 
Story is not at all wonderful, but I muſt confeſs the laſt 
Part is a little ſurprizing. | | 
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has fully anſwered his Argument, Which put toge- 
ther, ſhould make up a pretty good Character. As to 
Nicander, Voſſius places him amongſt his Greet Hiſto- 
rians, but allows him to have been egregius. Grammas 
ticus , poeta & medicus. His ſurviving Works are, 
however, only Poetry upon Poiſons, and the Methods 
of Cure for them. Of the two latter Greet Poets, 
Dionysivus and OppPIA N, the one wrote a 
Survey of the World, and the other CVNEGET ICS 
and HALIEU TICS, in both which it is certain there 
are very fine Parts, however, Judgments may differ 

about them. . : Te 


Amongſt the Romans, Lucretius and Maniliue may 
juſtly be faid to be the Chief of the D:daſcalic Poets. 
They both wrote with all the Fire: of their Youth 
about them; for neither of them lived to be old. 1 
have always fancy'd Manilius imitated Lucretius in his 
Manner, the Beginning of his Books being pretty much 
in the ſame Way, beſides, that he loſes no Occaſion 
of lanching out into Deſcriptions, and is florid to a 
Fault. He has likewiſe ſome Reflections on the Follies 
of Men, ſo very much of a Piece with what you meet 
with in the fifth Book of Lucretius, that one would 
almoſt think them taken from thence. In general 
it may be ſaid, they are both very noble . Poems, 
tho” that of Manilius is far from being finiſh'd; as 
it might have been, if the Author had lived. What 
Errors are to be found in the Philoſophy of the one, 
and the Aſtronomy of the other, are owing, perhaps 
as much to the Age of the World at that Time, as their 
own, and their Beauties may, in ſome meaſure, atone 
for their Faults. -- ; | 


Virgil's Georgics are in the ſame Kind, tho” the ſub- 
jects are of leſs Dignity ; and I don't know whether I - 
might not likewiſe add Ovid, on the Account of his 
Faſti, the moſt correct of all his Works: Gratius too, 
about the ſame Time, wrote his Cynegetics, which afe 

very juſtly eſteem'd. — 
' OH : | Amongſt | 
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We PRE F AGE. 
-  -» Amongſt the moderns, Fracaflorizs's Syphilis, Qui. 
* Callipedia, and Vida's Art of Poetry, ate the beſt 
Poems of this ſort z Rapin of Gardens, and Vanier's 
prardium Ruſticum, are not without their merit, but 
much inferior to the others. In our own Langua 
too we have ſome Poems a this inſtructive Kind: 7. 
Ea on poetry, Tranflated Verſe and Criticiſm are fine 
| — we. the — xcellency of this manner 
of writing, to which may be very truly apply d what Dr. 
Young ſays of Satyr. | e A+ 


Heroes and Gods make other poems fine, e 
Plain ſatyr calls for ſenſe in ev'ry Lines. 


The Strength of juſt Obſervations convey'd in ſmooth 
and flowing Numbers, bas a prevailing Influence, in- 
ſinuates itſelf into the Mind almoſt imperceptibly , and 
makes a more laſting Impreſſion there than one would 
eaſily imagine. Tis true theſe Subjects are purely 

Critical, and ſo of Jeſs Conſequence to Mankind in 
general, but yet, poliſhing the Underſtanding, im- 
' proving the Judgment, and regulating the Taſte, are 
far from being Things indifferent to the World; ſince 
they tend not a little to the ſhaming out of it, that 
Rufticity and Barbariſm, thoſe Follies and Affecta- 
tions, in one Word; all- that Littleneſs of Mind which 
is ſo effectual a Bar in the Way of generous and noble 
Undertakings. But we have had of late an undeniable 
Proof that the fineſt and moſt uſeful Sort of Philoſo- 
phy, which conſiſts in the Knowledge of ourſelyes , 
may be convey'd in ſuch clear, ftrong, eaſy, and 
affecting Strains, at the fame. Time convincing and 
captivating the Underſtanding , that there remains: no 
Doubt but that Poetry in the Hands of a Great Genius 
may be made as beneficial as ever it has been entertain- 
ing to Mankind. The latter Effect is indeed what 


has 
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* Univerſal Paſſion, Sat. II. 
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has been generally moſt aim'd at, as it is compaſs d with 
the Writer, and meets with a more univerſal Reception 
amongſt the common Sort of Readers, Imagery, fine 
Colouring, and bright Antitheſes, often diſguiſe the want 
of Juſtneſs, and Force, and by pleaſing the Imagination, 
do, as it were, ſteal away from the Judgment, or. 
ſometimes impoſe upon it, as Shadows paſs for Subſtan- 
ces with weak, diſtemper d, or fanciful Minds. 


The Os magna ſonatorum of Horace would make one 
almoſt think the Muſe muſt never appear without her 
Buſkins, and that all Simplicity of Expreſſion were to be 
totally baniſhed out of Poetical Writings. - 

"OS, ; 


*Tis true, the Epic Poem, the Ode, and the Tragedy 
very often require, and - conſequently juſtify the Uſe of 
elevated Language, as it may be more ſuitable to the 
, Greatneſs of the Subjects, and better fitted to ' raiſe the 
ſeveral Paſſions they are deſigned to work upon. 


But where the Appeal lies only to the Underſtand- 
ing, ſelf-evident Truths, naturally and beautifully ex- 
preſſed, can never fail of the Approbation of a ſound 
Head and a good Tafte; and even Horace himſelf, as 
elevated and great a Poet, as he muſt be allowed in his 
Odes, appears to much more Advantage in his Sermones 
and Epi/tles, where, as my Lord Roſcommon obſerves on 
another Occaſion. 


Fancy lalours leſs, but Judgment more. 


Sir John Denham's Cooper's Hill has met with univerſal. 
Applauſe, tho' its Subject ſeems rather deſcriptive than 
inſtructing ; but it is not the Hill, the River, nor the 
Stag Chace, tis the good Senſe and the fine. Reflec- 
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Nec in urbam nec turbæ carmina condam. 
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tions ſo frequently interſperſed „and as it were inter- 
woven with the reſt, that gives it the Value, and will 
make it, as was ſaid of true Wit, everlaſting like the 
Sun, 4 | ; 08 El 


The late Mr. Prior's Solomon ſeems to have coſt him 
much Time and Pains, and was, I believe, his favourite 
Performance : He is in ſome doubt whether to call it a 
Didaſcalic or Heroic Poem. It has indeed ſomething of 
both, and yet ſtrictly ſpeaking is perfectly neither: it 
has not Fable, Machinery, nor Variety enough to be an 
Heroic Poem, and it is too diffuſive and luxuriant in the 
Style, too florid and full of Deſcriptions to be of the 
Didaſcalic Sort. In general it may be juſtly ſaid to be 
a very fine Piece; tho I muſt confeſs I cannot help giv- 
ing the Preference to his Alma, in which the Deſign is 
more clofely purſued, carried on with more Spirit, and 
never loſes your Attention. | af. 
Upon the whole, what Mr. Dryden has ſaid in the 
- Preface to his Religio Laici, is, I think, very true. 
„The Expreſſions of a Poem, deſign'd purely for In- 
« ſtruction, ought to be plain and natural, and yet ma- 
« jeſtic: For here the Poet is preſumed to be a Kind of 
% Lawgiver, and thoſe three Qualities which I have 
&« nam'd are pe to the legiflative Style. The florid, 
elevated and figurative Way, is for the Paſſions; for 
« Love and Hatred, Fear and Anger are begotten in the 
© Soul by ſhewing their Objects out of their true pro- 
<< portion; either greater than the Life or leſs; but In- 
66 ſtruction is to be given by ſhewing them what they 
naturally are. A Man is to be cheated into Paſſion, 
<6" but reaſon'd into Truth.“ | 


| The following ſhort Piece may be perhaps a little too 
7 introduced by the foregoing Obſervations ; all 
ſhall ſay for it is, I endeavoured to follow Mr. Dryden's 
Rules: How far I have ſucceeded, I can be no proper 
Judge myſelf, But whatever may be ſaid of the Poetry, 
A | | and 


4 
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and about that I am very indifferent; the Sentiments 
muſt furely be allow'd to be juſt and good; and I am en- 
tirely of Mr. Prior's Opinion: I had rather be thought 
© a good * (which is but another Word for 
% an honeſt Man) than the beſt Poet or the greateſt 
“ Scholar that ever wrote.“ 
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HUMAN LIFE. 


Leaſure but cheats us with an empty Name, 

Still ſeems to vary, yet is Rill the ſame; 

Amuſement's all its utnioſ Skill can boaſt, 

By Uſe it leſſens, and in Thought is loſt; 

The Youth that riots, and the Age that hoards, 

__ Folly that ſacrifices Things to Words; 

Pride, Wit and Beauty in one Taſte agree, 

"Tis ſenſual, or tis mental Luxury. | 

Sad State of Nature, doom'd to fruitleſs Pain, 

Something to wiſh and want, but never gain: 

Reſtleſs we live, and diſappointed die, 

Unbappy, tho we know not how nor why. 
Reaſon, perhaps may lend her — — Aid; 

Reaſon, which never yet her 

Let her direct us in the doubtful Strife, 

Let her conduct us thro' the Maze of Life. | 

Is Human Reaſon then from Weakneſs free 2 

Partakes ſhe not of our Infirmity ?' | | 

Can ſhe apply, with never failing Art, 

The healing Balſam to the wounded Part? 

Correct thoſe Errors which the Paſſions cauſe, 

And teach the Will to follow Wiſdom's Laws? 


Alas Experience but too plainly ſhews, 
eg Man can act agaioſt the Truth be knows: 
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By Cuſtoms led, or by Allurements won, 
Diſcern that Evil, which he cannot ſhun 
Whate'er we do, the Motive's much the ſame, 
'Tis Impulſe governs under Reaſon's Name ; 
Each eagerly ſome fav'rite End purſues, 
And dift'rent Tempers furniſh diff rent Views, 
Is it for Fear of Wrong, or Love of Right, 
The Stateſmen labour, or that Warriors fight ? a 
Teenrich his Country, does the Sailor brave 
The cruel Pirate, and the threat'ning Wave ? 
In Search of Truth, unwearied Sages try, 
By certain Rules, to fix Uncertainty ? 
No ! 'tis Defire and Hope that drives them on : 
Thus greateſt Things for meaneſt Ends are done. 
. Self-Love, howe'er diſguis'd, miſunderſtood, 
Howe er miſplac'd, is ſtill the ſov'reign Good: 
Virtue or Wiſdom but the vain Pretence, a 
Theſe may direct, but Paſſions influengee. 
Preſumptuous Man ! why boaſts thou thy Free-Will, 
Buy Conſtitution doom'd to Good or 111? oy 
What feeble Checks are all thoſe ſtudied Rules, N 
Unpractis d Leſſons of the uſeleſs Schools? e 
Say, can thy Art, oppos d to Nature's Force. A 15 
Obſtruct her Motions, or ſuſpend her Courſe ? _ 
Go, change in Africa their ſable Hue, : 2 
Or make our Europe bring her Negroes too; 
Roll back the Tides, forbid the Streams to flow, 
Nor let this Earth returning Seaſons know. 
Save to thyſelf, whilſt Lord of all befide, 
' . Surmount thy Weakneſs, or renounce thy Pride. | 
That moving Pow'r which firſt produc'd the Whole, | 
To ev'ry Thing has fix d a certain Goal: | | | 
'Thither all tend, and muſt their Circles run, 
For {ach the Order when the Whole begun. 
3 To diffrent Creatures, diffrent Ranks affign'd, 
| Man claims the firſt, as of a nobler Kind; 
| How juſt that Claim, what Wiſdom muſt decide ? 
1 Reaſon is his alone, by which tis try'd : 
| Inferior Creatures ſilently ſubmit, 
bi is his to talk, and thetefore to have Wit, 
| ö Thus haughty Greece deſpis'd the World around, 
| And barb'cous, all ſhe underſtood not, found. 
Look o'er the wide Creation, ſee how all 
Its ſeveral Parts obey the Maker's Call ; 
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The Earth how fertile, and how rich the Se, | 
In various Salts, for Nature's Chymiſtry ; 

Here Air digeſts, what burning Suns — 1 

And Dews and Snows, and Rain, by Turns, 3 

Beaſts, Birds and Reptile, ſee em all conſpire, 

To act whatc'er their ſev'ral States require, 

But wiſer Man diſdains their meaner Part, 

Nature with him muſt ſtill ive Way to 2 

Vain of Conceit, he boaſts his fancy d Skill 

And, arbitary, rules the World at Will, 

Now fierce and cruel, then as mild and kind. 

Each Action owing to each Turn of Mind: 

_ One Day a Friend, the next as great a Foe, 

As Humour, Pique, Caprice, or Int'reſt go: 

Wiſdom and Folly thus, by Turns, preſide, 

And Chance alone inclines to either Side. 

Aſt the bold Freeman, or the coward Slave, 

What makes one abject, and the other brave? 
What gives to Fools their Faith, to Knaves their Wiles, 
To Cynick's Sow'rneſs, and to Flatt'rers Smiles ? 
This one great Truth muſt ſtand by all confeſt, 
2 ruling Paſſion lurks in ev'ry Breaſt ; 
That Weakneſs by a ſpecious Name they call, 
For 'tis that Weakneſs ful which governs all. 

Wiſely the Springs of Action we conceal, 25 
Thus Sordidneſs is Prudence, Fury, Zeal; LE 
Ambition makes the public Good her Care, 
Ard Hypocrites the Maſk of Saintſhip wear. 

Tour's to Falſhood ; we ourſelves deceive, 
Oft what we wiſh we fancy we believe ; 
We call that Judgment which is only Will, 
And as we act, we learn to argue ill; 
Like Bigots, who their various Creeds defend, 
By making Reaſon ſtill to Syſtem bend. 

Cuſtoms or Intreft "o_ all Mankind, 
Some Biaſs cleaves to Mind ; 
Thro' this, as in a falſe — flatt ring Glaſs, 
Things ſeem to change their Natures as they paſs. 
Objects the ſame in diffrent Lights appear, br 
And but the Colours which we give em wear. | 
Errour and Fraud from this great Scoure ariſe, 
All Fools are modiſh, and all Knaves are wiſe. 
Who does not boaſt ſome Merit of his own, 85 
Tho' to himſelf perhaps tis only known ? | 


Each 


- Bor:zes, Prieſt and Derviſe, all in this agree, 
That Heaven muſt be Pomp ea 
Man, Slave to Senſe, no higher 


Who knows but Ign'rance is our greateſt Friend? 


Our later Times can no ſuch Wonders ſnew, 
Still to be ſeeking what they ne'er muſt find, 


Beyond our State if our fond Wiſhes tend, 


And teaches us to know ourſelves tco late. 


"Theſe in Oppreſſion, thoſe in Anarchy. 


x6 . Ess Av on Homan LIE. 
Each ſuits Reward to his own fay'rite Vice, 
Pride has its Crowns, and Luſt its Paradiſe : 


iſs can know, 

Still meaſures Things above by Things below. 

Joy's much the ſame, but differ in Degree, 

As Time enlarg'd becomes Eternity. | 
How vain is all that Science we purſue ! 

Scorn'd by the Many, uſeleſs to the Few; - 


Since ſhort of Truth our utmoſt Labours end, 


The fruitleſs Pains but ſhew the Weakneſs more, 

And we, like Miſers, midſt dur Wealth are poof. - 
Much hoarded Learning but like Lumber lies, 

Or ends in Gueſswork and Obſcurities. 

What tho' proud Greece her ſeven Sages boaſt ? 
The Names alone remain, the Race is Joſt. | 
Satyrs and Centaurs too, might live of old, 

(For ſo we are in ancient Story told) 
But ſhou'd we doubt in this our faithleſs Age; 
Who can produce a Centaur, or a _ 

Such mighty Births were Nature's firft Eſſays, 
The luſty Off fpring of her youthful Days 5 0 


But what were Giants then are Pigmies now. 
Of all the painful Follies of Mankind, 


Is ſure the greateſt, not unlike the Toil 3 
Of him who labours in a barren Soil. 


Means muſt be vain where we miſtake the End. 
Pride whiſpers mighty Projects in the Ear, 

Bids us be great, be wiſe, be happy here; 
But ſad Experience ſhews the Laws of Fate, 


Errour is a Diſtemper of the Mind, n 
Hard to be cured, becauſe tis hard to find, | 
So mixt and blended with our very Frame, 

It lurks ſecure and borrows Reaſon's Name, — 
In diff'rent Perſons diff'rent Ways it ſprings, 6 en 
Tis Factiouſneſs in Subjects, Pride in Kings; ö 12 
Boundleſs alike they in Extreams agree, 


"p * 


* As Exsay en Hunan Died. uy. 
Both aim at what twere Ruin to obtam, > 
A civil Frenzy, or a Tyrant Reign. . | | 
The Wiſe muſt into Nature's Secrets pr, 
The Weak believe chey know not what, nor why. 
And we may equally deluded call, 3 
Who doubt of nothing, as Who doubt of all. 
Profane or pious, Bigotry's the fame, 
The Motives Terror, Avarice, or Fame, 
Opinon is but Int'reſt in -Diſguife, N 
And right and Wrong in Strength of Parties lies. 
Some wou'd be happy, know not Want nor Care, 
Others ſtill find more Evils than there are; | 
Whilſt Truth unheeded in the Midway lies, 3 
And all Extreams are like Abſurdities. | | ' 
Wrong Turns of Head are Nature's greateft Curſe, FE 
Improving every Day from bad to worſe. OBE 
In ſome odd Light all Obje&s ftill they view, ; 
Thus true with them is falſe, and falſe is true. 
In Trifles ſolemn, diligent and wiſe, 
Important Things as Trifles they deſpifes 2 
Careſſing Enemies, their Friends they ſhun, | | 4 
And doat on knaves, by whom they are undone, $15 
Deaf to Advice, or faking Wrong for Right, 
They boldly blunder on in Reaſon's Spite ; 
And under clearer Light's obſcure Pretence, | 
Are the Antipodes of common Senſe. © ” 
Wou'd you perſuade a Wreteh intent on Pelf, - 
Tho' he ſtarves others, not to ſtarve bimſelf; | 
To fence, at leaſt, his ſapleſs Trunk from Cold, 
Nor ſeem as fond of Tattars as of Gold; e 
No ! he's too cunning for your fly Deſign. 
You'd have him like yourſelf, be poor and fine ; 
But he in Spite of Envy richer grows, 
And Scorns the Luxury of Meat and Cloaths. 
Aſk the ambitious why he waſtes his Life, 
In needleſs Struggles and dncertain Strife ? 
Why not in Peace enjoy what Plenty gives, 
So the obſcure, the weak; the lazy lives ; 
Exalted Spirits have a nobler Aim, 
And know no Happineſs but Toil and Pain. 
| Well! muſt it ſuit a ſelfiſh hollow Heart, 
a To act the honeſt Patriot's gen' rous Part: 
No Tool of Party, nor no Slave of State, 
No mean Dependant on 2 Great; 
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Boldly he pleads for Liberty and Laws, 81 
Content to periſh in his Country's Cauſe ; 
; When lo! a Ray divine of Favour gleams, 
EE: | Guite difPrent Topicks then become his Themes, 
| 1 Old Friends, old Notions, are at once forgot, 
And Shame and Wages are the Hireling's Lot. 


1 The little Mind whoſe Joy in Miſchiefs lies, 
1 Fates all Mankind, but moſt the Good and Wiſe. 
14 Proud of his Shame, he boaſts his ſpiteful Skil, 
1 And places all his Worth in doing ill. 

1 But baſe-born Fear oft checks what Rage devis' d, 
FS And leaves him diſappointed and deſpis'd. 


"Endleſs the Task to point the various Ways, 
How each wrong Head its diff rent Gifts Giſplays ; 
How Poverty in Boaſts its Wants wou'd hide, 
And Meanneſs ſhews itſelf in awkard Pride; 
How Knaves are cunning at their own Expence, 
And Coxcombs fancy Forwardneſs is Senſe. . 
Vain is th'Attempt to be what Heav'n denies, 
As vain the Art that Weakneſs to diſguiſe, 

_ Prudence alone can teach the uſeful Skill, 

T'improve the Good, and to core the III. 
True Wiſdom lies in Practice more than Rulcs, 

For what are Maxims when apply d to Fools? 
Of Wit and Folly reaſon all you can, 
Who aQts moſt wiſely is the wiſeſt Man. 
Each State of Life has its peculiar View, 
Alike in each, there is a falſe and true: 
This Point to fix is Reaſon's Uſe and End, 
On this Succeſs all other muſt depend: 
But in this Point no Error can be ſmall, 
To deviate e'er ſo little, ruins all. | 
b The Mark once miſs d, however near you aim, 
| Miſs'd by an inch or Furlong, tis the ſame: 
Who ſets out wrong is more than half undone, 
Errour has many Ways, and Truth but one. 
Wrong eſtimates wrong Conduct muſt produce, 
They loſe the Bleſſing that miſtake its Uſe : 
Who value Wealth or Pow'r but more or leſs 
As that can riot, or as this oppreſs; _ 
What fay they elſe but that they bath are given ; 
To execute the Wrath of angry Heaven. 
Fools ever vain, at ſome Diſtinction aim, 


And fancy Madneſs is the Way to Fame ; 
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No Matter how the deathleſs Names acquir d, ; 
By Countries ravag'd, or a“ Temple fir d: 
Alike tranſmitted down to lateſt Times, 
A Trajan's Virtues, and a Nero Crimes. 
Means are indiff rent to the End's obtain d, 
Richard + was guilty, but what then? he reign'd. 
Wou'd you be Good and Great, the Hope is vain, 
The Bus neſs is not to deſerve but gain: | 
Fortune is fickle, and but ſhort her Stay, 
He comes too late that takes the fartheſt Way. 
Is this, Oh Grandeur! then thy envy'd State, 
To raiſe Men's Wonder and provoke their Hate? 
By Crimes procur'd, and then in Fear enjoy'd, - 
By Mobs applauded, and by Mobs deſtroy'd. - * 
Say, mighty 1 which deſerve the Prize, 
The Courtier's Promiſes or Trader's Lies? 
Some ſhort-liv'd profit, all the pains rewards, 
Of Bankrupt Dealers, and of perjur d Lords. 
Honeſt alike, you own, but wiſer far, 
The Knave upon the Bench then at the Bar. 
Where lies the Diff rence ? only in Degree, 
And higher Rank is greater inſam p. - 
Poor Rogues in Chains but dangle to the Wind, 
Whilſt rich ones live the Terror of Mankind. 
Pomp, Pow'r and Riches, all meer Triſles are, 
When purchas'd by the Loſs of Character: 
Chance may the Wiſe betray, the Brave defeat, 
But they correct, or are above their Fate. 
Credit once loſt can never be retriv'd, 
How few will truſt the Man who once deceiv'd ? 
Craft, like the Mole, works only under Ground. 
Is loſt in Daylight, and deſtroy d when found. 
Notions miſtaken, Reas'nings ill apply'd, 
And Sophiſms that conclude on either Side; 
Alike th'Unweary, and the Weak miſlead, 
Who judge of Men and Things, as they ſucceed. 


„ — 


* Eroftratus, a very ob/cure Man, ſet Fire to the Temple of Di- 
ana at Epheſus, in Order to immortalize his Name, and has ſuc- 
ceeded in it, in Site of all endeavours to the contrary. 

+ Richard the Harper. „ 
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The lucky Cheat proclaims the Villain wiſe, 


Shews but the more the Wearer's Homelineſs. 


True Merit ſhines in native Splendor bright, - 
- Whilſt falſe but glares awhile, and hurts the Sight; 


- Whoſe peaceful Rapines coſfem, more than War, 
- Perpetual Marks of Scorn and Infamy. 


The artful Head may act the honeſt part, 
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Did T Rivals fall by Borga@'s vile Deceit, N 044 hn] Tg 
A || Machiavel will call a Bergia great; 1 | | 


And Fraud and Murther arg but policies. ds 
The ſame Deſpair which made good Cato die, 
To Cz/ar gave his laſt great Victory: | 
Had Right decided, and not Fate, the Cauſe, 
Rome had preſerv'd her Cato, and her Laws. 

Fortune ſets off the Bad, as tawdry Dreſs, 


So mad Caligula s Þ vain Triumgh tell, 
That all his Congueſts are but Cockle Shells. 


As Midnight Vapours caſt a glimm'ring Blaze, 
And to the Darkneſs owe their feeble Rays. 

The wiſe * Egyptian, when their Monarch dy'd, 
By Truth's ſure Standard all his aQtions-try'd., 

When no falſe Luſtre, Wealth, or Pow'r appears, 
To blaſs Judgment by its Hopes or Fears; 

Then conqu'ring Chiefs, profuſe of en Blood, 
And lazy Dotards, indolen tly good ; 

That truſt their People to a Fav'ric's Care, 


By injur'd Thouſand Wrongs, are doom'd to be, 


Fortune with Fools, and Wit with Knayes you find, 
'Tis ſocial Virtue ſhews the noble Mind. 

Above low Wiſdom, Cunning's mean Pretence, 
There is no counterfeiting Excellence: 


But all true Honour riſes. from the Heart. | 
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+ Vitelli and Orkini, bal ely betray /d and, murder 'd by Order 
of the Duke of Valentinois. + 

I Prancip. Cap. vii. 

* The Battle of Munda againff 8 's Son. 

+ Caligula drew up his Arm in Battle. Array on the Coaft, and 
then order d them to gather Sbelli, for which great Exploit he re- 


turn d to Rome in Triumph. See Suetonius. 


* See Diodorus Siculus iz the Fir/ Book... 
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Which ſery'd his Country beſt; let Story e 12 1 K 
A guilty Clodius, or Ciceru A n & + 2858 | | 
Faults are in all ; but the Diff renee lies, x 25628" ll 
Clodius had Vices, Tu/ly Nanities. | mals eit $1059 nba, 

Who loves Mankind by focial-Daty tage, 1! 5234 ien 
Will never think their Good too dearly: bought. oe 
What tho' he facrifice the vain Deſire | wad Bates 

Of ſome gay Baubles, whieh the World admire ? K 


Deſpiſing Riches and abhorring pom g, 


When blaſted with the Name of plundereer. 
Still he may take Life's genen Good, Content, q % - 
For who ſo happy as the Innocent? by n 


Tugurtha * murder d brib'd and fought his Way, 6, 
From Subject Station to Imperial Sway 3c js 82/97 58 4% 
But inſecure *midft all his guilty State, % HR 
The Man was wretched, the the Monarch great; 

Like Cromævell daring in the donbtful Fight, 
But pale and trembling in the Dead of Nit. 1554 41 

Paſſion is lawleſs, Ln Youth is mad, 

But Nature varies not in Good and Bad. * 
From the ſame Cauſes ſame: Effecte muſt flow, | 41% 63-4 
Truth is but what it was an Age ago; : 1 
Modes may be chang'd, but Truths are ſtubborn Things, 

They court not Fav'rites,nor will flatter Kings. C 

Rome had her Cæ ſar, and our Cromwell we, Woes Th 


Alike in Fortune, Pow'r and Infammys — 6200 
And ſhou'd new Cæſars and nem l. : 


They could but act the ſame:dull Tragedies 3 - 
Foes to Mankind, themſelves, and Vis Rules, we he 
Whilſt living Heroes, and when dead but Fools. 
Fools, not to know the Glory they purſue, 
To honeſt Bravery alone, is due; 
Nor he who ſtretches his unjuſt Command, 
And rudely triumphs o'er his native Land; 
But he whoſe Valour ſaves a ſinking State, 
In future Annals ſhall be call'd: the Greet. 
View well this World, and on the dear 5 Truth, 
That Happineſs is but the Dream of Youth; 
State of Perfection, not for Man : 
Howeer the fond Idea fills his Mind; 
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* King of Neri famous for bis Wars with — 
remarkable for his Bravery and his Crimes. | EA 
1 81 85 | | 


18 Princes we blame for Benefits f 
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Itſelf an Evil, whilſt to Good it tends, 

But in a Round of Diſappointments . 09 
Man's State in Life's uncertain, mixt at beſt, . - 
Conduct ſome little does, but Fate the reſt ; 

- Fantaſtick Fate ! to Merit ever blind, 

W hilſt laviſh to the worſt of all mankind, 

Judge then by outward Things, r ſure to err, 
And inward lie remote, few iooł io far, 

Appearances ſtill guide, and ſtill deceiye, | 

For giddy .Crowds muſt wonder and believe. 

Who ſees gay Codrus loll in gilt Machine, R119 
Grand his Attendance, and ſelf:pleas'd his Mien, * 10 
Can be imagine all theſe Trapings Rid, SE. 4 
A Wretch made up of folly, Guilt and Pride ? 
Greedy to get, as he's profuſe to _ | 
Stiff, when attended, ſervile to attend; 

Good but by Accident, by Habit bad, * | 

In Reas'ning ſpecious, and in Acting mad. 3 

Some ill Man rais'd, perhaps ſome — diſgrac'd: 
bh Cruel their Lot! whom N — join to blind, 

How hard, midſt Labyrinths, the Way to find! 

| For Fortune's Sons we ſee, without Surprize, | 

| Thrive by Miſmanagements, by Blunders riſe: | 

Events, like Atoms, jumbling in a Dance, 

Create theſe Wonders "like a World by Chance.  —_ 
Search Time's Records, compare the old and new; 

c d diſtant Ages in pne Point of View FW: 13:4 4 

Still the ſame Floſpech, under diff rent Dates, b 

And dark Decree of over:ruling Fate: 

Madneſs ſucceed, where cautious Wiſdom fails, 


And Story's ſelf more ſtrange than Fairy's Tales: 
Reaſon but ſeeks the hidden Clue. in vain. - | 
Loſt and bewilder'd in th* entangl d Scane, 
Where then the Wonder, if ſucceeding Times 

Still vary only in the Kinds of Crimes:? 
Ages of Iron, Silver, Gold, or Lead. 
What are they but the Emblems of the Dead? 
[- The ſame low Ends, by diff rent Means obtain'd, 
| As Fury, Avarice, or Folly reign'd. 
= In vain grave Moraliſts with ſpecious Skill, 
Nil diſtinguiſh Actions, good and ill. 

| The World is led by much more eaſy Rules, 
Sucgols determines who are e Wiſe or Fools, 
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Cauſes lie hid, but their Effects appear, 8 

Few Men can Judge, but all can ſee and hear. 
Each A muſt truckle to the reigni Modes, - 

And worſhip Devils, when they've them Gods; 


Call Rapine Induſtry, Diſtraction Senſe, = 
And ſtupid Squandering Magnificence. . #7 


No Folly, Crime, or Whim too wild to be 
Admir' 4. when dreſt in Faſſion's Livery, 
See the ſame Nations variouſly receiv'd, 


Legends, Impoſtures, every Thing believ'd; - 


See Prieſts and Tyrants full Obedience find, 
And ſacred Gibberiſh enſlave Mankind, 
View next, with been.” an Extreme as odd, 
Who knelt to Cary'd- | = 
Prem Caine" 5 Rennes 
w no Bounds — | 

— 5 e 5 2 

By chance we live and act, now” 8 — | FFF 
Both in Exceſs, and therefore neither long ; 2 
Virtues too rigid, ſoften by Degrees, | 3 
Refine themſelves at firſt to Policies; „2 os 
When once declining, ſwiftly downwards * — 
And then in Guilt and Proſtitutions end. 
Follies, tho' oppoſite, yet ſtill combine, 
And jointly carry on Heav'ns great Deſign. 
Changes of Manners Change of Empire caulg, 
States fink by Licence as they roſe by Laws. 
Thus human Things their ſtated Circles run, 
Who flouriſh one Age are the next undone. 

Virtue alone, u le and wile, 
Secure, above the Reach of Fortune lies: 
Tho' doom'd to Meanneſs, Poverty or Scorn, 
Whilſt Fools and Tyrants are to Empire born: 
Bleſt in an humble, but a peaceful State, ; 
She feels no Envy, and ſhe fears no Hate: 
With Stoick Calmneſs views Life's empty Round, 
Where Good is ſparing ſown, but Ills abound. 
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